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mend him to some one who will take care of him. !Make
yourself easy. A little rough life will do him no harm,
and I will answer he is not killed, and even have not a
limh bsoken. "How what do you recommend me to do
about my father ? Shall I walk down to him. r'

* I certainly think not. You know that he will certainly
be at home this afternoon, though, to be sure, he will be
engaged; but to-morrow, or the day after, I have no doubt
he will find half an hour to speak to you. You know he is
so very busy.'

I immediately resolved to walk down to him. I had no
idea of having a scene impending over me in this manner
for days. My father at this time filled the office of Secretary
of State for Foreign Affairs. He had been appointed to
this post recently, and I had never yet visited him at his
new office. I repaired to it immediately. It was at some
distance from bus house. His horses were waiting at the
door; therefore I was sure that he was to be found. When
I entered, I found myself in a hall where a porter was
loitering in a large chair. I asked him for Baron Fleming.
He did not deign to answer me, but pointed to a mahogany
door. I entered, and found myself in a large well-furnished
room, fitted up with desks. At the end two young men
were fencing. Another, seated at a round table, covered
with papers, was copying music, and occasionally trying a
note on his guitar. A fourth was throwing himself into
attitudes before a pier-glass ; and the fifth, who was the
only one whose employment was in any degree of a political
nature, was seated at his desk, reading the newspaper.

No one noticed my entrance. 1 looked in vain for my
father, and with some astonishment at those I found in his
place. Then I enquired for Baron Fleming, and, for the
second time in one day, I did not receive any answer. I
repeated my query in a more audible tone, and the young
gentleman who was reading the newspaper, without taking